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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Jimbert, contains sex, drugs swearing and angst; nothing, | assume, you are unprepared for if this pairing is 


your bag. 


Lyrics by Bob Dylan, 


The window of Jimmy's hotel room was ajar, the current of cool, dark air providing a slight relief- inside it 
was hot, stuffy, hazy with smoke and the smell of cooling bodies. Robert's nose twitched as the scent of night 
time drifted in, and he smiled lazily, running a thumb along the back of Jimmy's hand. 


The slender fingers stirred a little on the sheets they'd been gripping so desperately just moments ago, but 
the guitarist gave no further reaction. He was fast asleep; exhausted after a long day of rehearsing and a 


good half hour of extremely good sex. Scratch that, Robert thought, a great half hour. 


It had been the first time in a long time that the pair had actually managed to have a nice night together, 


without drama or interruptions or one of Jimmy's moods- which were all the bloody time- and Robert was 


too happy to sleep. Jimmy had been so sweet. 


Their little affair had been going on a few months now, and he was hardly ever sweet any more. He had been 
lovely in the beginning, but that famous cold side of his personality had started to interject more and more in 
their relationship, occasionally crossing the line from cold into cruel. Where Robert had found himself rapidly 
falling deeper and deeper in love with the man, Jimmy seemed to be drifting away. 


But Robert wasn't going to think about all that, not now, with the guitarist's sleeping frame draped gently over 
his own, warm whisky breath tickling his neck, soft lamplight painting his lovers face in silver and gold. 

He looked so innocent in sleep; instead of its usual smirk/scowl, Jimmy's face had relaxed into a tranquil smile, 
so rare and lovely that Robert wished he had a camera. Fronds of hair trickled over it like dark water, 
contrasting prettily with the paleness of his skin. It occurred to the singer that very few people ever saw 
Jimmy so natural, so vulnerable- the groupies were invariably kicked out once their job was done- and Robert 


nearly purred at the thought. What they had was special. 
Not easy, but worth it. 


Worth the constant effort of keeping their relationship- if whatever it was they had could be described as 
such- secret from everyone, even Bonzo and Jonesy, whom they trusted more than anything, because the 
harmony between them- musically and emotionally- was one of the best things he had ever felt. From the 
very first time they'd kissed, Robert knew that it was love. 


Even before then, he had been driven half bonkers fighting the attraction that blazed every time Jimmy was 
near, that made his fingers burn every time they touched, even briefly- itching to explore the body under his 
hands, even to inch just a little down to brush the ridge of Jimmy's collar bone, or the tips of his hair. 

He couldn't have known then that Jimmy felt the same way. 


Robert settled his curls down on the pillow and raised Jimmy's hand to his lips, remembering the first time 
anything had happened between them. 


Four months earlier 


Jimmy lay sprawled across the bed, blank and inert like a ball of paper that someone has made a mistake on, 


scrumpled up, and forgotten. He was bored. 

Bored, but too tired to get up and do anything. Even the guitar that gazed longingly up at him from its resting 
place on the floor held no allure today. He wanted.. something new. Out of the ordinary. Not that he was likely 
to find anything of the sort in his hotel room. 

CRASH! 


The door buckled with a sudden groan, startling the guitarist, who leapt about a foot in the air. 


"Jimmeeeeeeeeeeee!" The figure in the doorway yowled enthusiastically, bounding into the room uninvited, and 


with an unmistakeable energy, not to mention a mop of golden curls that bobbed with every footstep. 
"Jesus!" Jimmy chuckled, settling back down on the bed. 


"Oh no, just me l'm afraid. Though I'm told the resemblance is startling.” The other man grinned, plonking 
himself down beside Jimmy. 


"You could have bloody knocked, Rob. Nearly gave me a heart attack!" 


"And what a shame that would've been," Robert cooed, pressing a hand to his bandmate's chest and using it to 
press him against the pillows, heat from their bodies mingling between ther. 


"Percy, what are you-?" 


"Relax," he said, drawing back, and Jimmy tried not to pout as the heat melted away. He switched on the TV 
casually, as though it was his room, and produced a joint from the pocket of his barely-there floral blouse. 
"We're watching The Wizard of Oz! Don't argue with me," Robert's voice took on a sharp edge as the guitarist 
opened his mouth to protest, blue eyes glittering dangerously. "I've already decided and anyway, | know you 


secretly love it, everyone does.” 
Jimmy grinned crookedly. It was true. 


It took every last dreg of the singer's (admittedly not often exercised) self-control not to pounce as his 
bandmate gave the most adorable smile in existence, long-suppressed desire kicking up a tornado in his body, 


for too long he had denied it, battled it, tried to forget, but he couldn't stand any more. 
Tonight it was now or never. 


"C'mon Pagey, let's get cosy," Stretching out his long limbs, Robert snuggled closer to Jimmy than he normally 
would, tangling their legs together as the film started. He knew it wasn't enough for the other to notice 
anything out of the ordinary- both men were used to being rather physical with each other, though they had 
always dismissed it as ‘joking around'- but the contact was enough to set the scene for the intimacy he so 


hoped would follow. 
Time to use his strengths. 


He knew Jimmy adored his voice, the bastard even felt proud of himself for ‘discovering’ it back in the Black 


Country- and a little ego stroking, in his experience, never hurt when it came to seduction. 


Starting off softly, almost shyly, Robert began to sing along to ‘Somewhere Over the Rainbow’, a little gruffer 
than Judy Garland's onscreen warble, but just as beautiful- he knew he wasn't imagining the little catch in 
Jimmy's breath as he almost moaned the dizzying high notes, but didn't dare to sneak a triumphant glance in 


case his plan was sussed- the charming of his bandmate had to seem accidental. He could confess later. 


As the song came to a close, Robert felt a slim hand brushing the outer tendrils of his hair, so light it was 
like a ghost's touch. 


"You're much better than her," Jimmy breathed, fingertips tickling the curls almost unconsciously. His eyes 
were still fixed on the screen 


"Am | prettier?" One corner of Robert's lips quirked up in a smile, and he gazed at the guitarist from under 
lashes the colour of wheat. 


"Of course," There was the usual sarcastic tinge to his voice, but it sounded transparent as their eyes met, 
warm breath mingling as their heads tilted closer. Jimmy's slim fingers stirred as though they wanted to 
tangle in Robert's hair, but he quickly pulled away, leaving the younger man slightly stunned. 


Could he have been imagining it? The look of thinly veiled appreciation in those green eyes as they had locked 
with his own, the way those fingers had twitched as if Jimmy was fantasising about grabbing his curls and 
yanking- 


Stop it. A small, yet sensible part of his brain said firmly. You probably were imagining it. But what if | wasn't? 
A larger, less rational section replied. Don't get your hopes up, the first warned, He'll only hurt you. He's 


famous for it. 


It was far too late for that. Robert's hopes were already up. He was already hurt that he couldn't touch 
Jimmy like he wanted to, or be with him the way he wanted to, couldn't tell him what he deserved to hear: 


that he was perfect, even when tired or bitchy or monumentally hung over. 


Whether Jimmy felt the same or not, he had to at least try. He had to tell him. If he didn't, they both ran the 
risk of wasting the opportunity to be together completely. 


Robert stuffed the joint between his lips, motioning for Jimmy, who was absorbed in Dorothy's journey in the 
cyclone, to pass him a lighter, which he did, eyeing the unlit spliff hungrily. 


Being high would probably help Jimmy to relax. Usually, after a few joints, he was gorgeously uninhibited, ready 
to try almost anything in search of a new sensation, and the blonde desperately hoped that tonight was no 


exception. In any case, it wouldn't hurt for either of them to relax.. 


He lit up and inhaled a little, burning off the delicate twirl of paper, then deeply, welcoming the smoke to his 
lungs with a brain-whisper that always seemed to moan ‘I've missed this’. Jimmy fumbled for his turn just 
before Dorothy's house landed in 0z, yearning to drink in the moment where she steps into a world of colour 


and enjoy it to its fullest. The thought made Robert grin. He was too cute. 


‘Oh Jimmy, this is nice," He murmured, nuzzling into the brunette's shoulder and enjoying the swimmy 


sensation. Suddenly, a train of thought spiralled through his mind, the urge to vocalise it too strong. "Jimmy, 


Jimmy, what if- you know it would be so funny if- if instead of the Munchkins appearing, there was a load of 
deer that just-" he broke off as his frame was wracked with laughter- ".. a load of deer that just got 
startled and ran away-" 


Jimmy let Robert's intoxicated prattling continue for a while, half-listening, smoking the joint down to its last 
few tokes before handing it back to the singer. He was still rambling on, all twirling hands and bobbing blonde 
mop and stupidly adorable.. Jimmy didn't raze the thought where it stood, like he usually would; Percy was so 
fucking cute and he wanted- needed- to grab him and hold him and shut his stupid mouth by kissing him 
senseless- the blonde was waving the joint, punctuating his giggly speeches by flinging it around dangerously, so 
Jimmy leaned in close, snatched it and stubbed it out and locked the other man with a predatory stare, aching 
to bite down on those pretty pink lips- when he saw the look on Robert's face, wide-eyed, unbearably innocent, 
framed with a soft tawny halo, and he just couldn't. 


Robert looked so innocent. He didn't know how Jimmy burned. 
He drew back. Bit his lip. Exhaled. It must be the drugs. 


There had always been an excuse for those feelings, these past few months, ever since they had kissed briefly 
in a drunken game of spin-the-bottle initiated by some horny groupie, ever since his tidy little world had tilted 


on its axis. 
Had he known what damage that kiss would cause, he never would have agreed to it. 


Emboldened by alcohol and desire for the handfuls of pretty girls all around him, Jimmy hadn't been afraid to 
kiss his mate. It was only a kiss after all- they had pecked each other on the cheeks and forehead, even lips 
countless times- signs of affection that maybe went a little further than most blokes, but then they weren't 


most blokes. Their musical bond transcended the normal realms of friendship- but this was a real kiss. 


One where their warm, wet lips parted to let each other's in, a delicious give-and-take rhythm building 
between them, and Jimmy shivered at the clarity of his memory. 


Percy's big, calloused hand cupping his head, so gentle, the eyelashes that brushed his cheek so softly as they 
closed, and the hot, almost unbearably sweet lips with their lingering taste of wine and girls and green apples 
and cigarettes and- oh, it was too much! 


They had kissed before, but never like that. 


When Percy pulled away- for it was Percy who did so, withdrawing all the sudden heat that he had given, so 
briefly, to Jimmy's life, he saw his world shattered like a ruined glass palace around him. And yet, for a few 


seconds, he didn't care, just wanted to lean back into Robert and smash it up all over again. 


But the other man had laughed, taken a drink as if to wash away Jimmy's taste from his lips, and not long 
after, retreated to his suite to bang the very groupie that had made it happen 


‘Jimmy, Jimmy.." Robert hummed, the melodious voice dragging him from the fog of his memories, "My 
shoulder aches like mad, babe," In reality his shoulder had been hit during rehearsals, yet only twinged slightly 


when moved- but there was no need for Pagey to know that. 
"Aww, poor Percy!" the brunette crooned playfully, "Want me to rub it better?" 


"Yeeeah!" he whined in reply, happily startled when Jimmy repositioned himself directly behind him, stretching a 
leq out either side of his hips, rubbing the ‘injured shoulder with smooth, circular movements. Intimate and 
surprisingly firm, Jimmy's touch tore his thoughts away from any pain that might have lingered, and indeed 
everything other than the dark haired man behind him, whose long fingers were trailing fire as they swept 
Robert's curls away from his neck- it was all too much, Robert realised, there was no way Jimmy Page could 


be that innocent. "Are you trying to get off with me, Pagey?" 


"Of course. I'd be crazy not to." He replied, with a sly grin that only intensified as Robert slithered around, stil 
kneeling between his thighs, murmured "Can't argue with that," and kissed him as though he'd been holding it 
back for years. 


It was even better than the first time. 


Robert's head swam as Jimmy blossomed like a flower under the heat of his lips, surprised, at first, by the 
sudden surge of confidence, then responding hungrily as the blonde clutched at him, desperate, crushing their 
chests together as though something might try to claw them apart. 


Of course, it had been his plan all along, but Jimmy seemed to think it was his, and Robert felt all control of 
the situation being wrested from him as Jimmy tangled a hand into his hair and pulled- exposing the singer's 
throat for him to lick and suck on feverishly. The dizzying painpleasure of teeth digging into his skin made him 
moan, yanking at Jimmy's shirt as the older man pressed him forcefully into the pillows, peeling off Robert's 
open blouse to turn his attention to the blonde's chest and stomach. 


Hot, moist lips slid over the bulge in his jeans and he wailed, grabbing for Jimmy's head to push it down right 
where he wanted it, but the brunette dodged and slipped off his own trousers; Robert glaring indignantly, his 
whimper at the loss of contact melting into a sigh of appreciation as the slim, pale legs straddled his hips. 


"Kiss me," he whispered, and Jimmy moaned into his open mouth as their hips rocked together. Robert 
squirmed at the tightness of his jeans- he could almost see the older man's always-in-control demeanour 


crumbling like a cliff into the ocean. 
Green eyes sparked as Jimmy realized the reason for his fidgeting, smirking into his mouth as he dragged 
down Robert's zipper with long, capable fingers. Two cool hands plunged down the front of his bandmates jeans, 


pulling them off and returning to slowly stroke his painfully hard cock. 


Any control Robert might have had over his body or mind was lost instantly. 


He bit back a groan, threading his fingers into Jimmy's lush dark hair, and an enthusiastic lick followed the 
strokes lead, electric heat rushing straight to his core making him buck his hips, desperate for friction 


Jimmy was clearly inexperienced, but the singer found himself not caring as he made up for it with feverish 
enthusiasm, licking and moaning around his cock like it was the most delicious thing he had ever tasted. It was 


impossible to keep quiet any longer. 


"Oh, god Jimmy," Robert squirmed, his whole body tense and trembling under his bandmate's ministrations 
"Please don't stop. Oh, you're too good" As Jimmy bobbed and sucked, hollowing out his cheeks, Robert couldn't 
help but yowl and writhe like a big golden cat, wringing the collar of Jimmy's shirt in tight fists, until he felt 
that familiar heat that meant he was nearly there. The feeling was so exquisite he wanted it to last, but 
Jimmy sensed his state and drew back, abandoning him on the brink of satisfaction "Bastard," he muttered, and 
Jimmy chuckled, bobbing up to give Robert a quick lick on the lips. 


"Oh, but you like me that way" he grinned, finally slipping out of his shirt, the only barrier between their 
bodies, heart hammering like he wings of a hummingbird against the singer's as the blonde stretched up to 
nibble his bandmate's ear, eager fingers finding his dick and pumping from root to tip. 


"Mmm, you know | do babe," Jimmy's eyelids fluttered as Robert continued stroking, muttering all manner of 
filthy things into his ear, hot breath sending shivers skittering down his neck and spine, offers and requests 
and invitations growing in intensity until he was pleading into the guitarists hair. "| want you all over me, 


Jimmy, please!" 
Jimmy snapped. 


He growled, a primal desire rising inside of him, and only his consideration for Robert made him fight the urge 


to fuck him right there and then. 


The singer gasped as Jimmy grabbed him roughly by the shoulders, easily slamming him face down despite 
their difference in size, reducing him to a moaning mess with a bite to the back of the neck No-one had done 


that to him before, and the sudden tender shock sent flames of lust straight to his core. 


"Spread your legs for me," Jimmy commanded, one hand placed firmly on Robert's hip, dick smudging precum 
across the small of his back, and the younger man's body gave him no choice but to comply, desperate for 


Jimmy to do something- anything, just to please please get him off. "Have you done this before?" 


Robert shook his head, soothed by the familiar brush of his own curls against his back, as Jimmy drew back a 
little, reaching for something in the nightstand, cool air replacing the heat of his body, and he squirmed at the 


loss. 


"Okay," Jimmy was back, his voice a little softer "I haven't in a long time, but don't worry," Robert opened his 
mouth to say he wasn't worried, that he trusted him, but the words came out as a sigh when he felt 


Jimmy's hands- warmer now, and shaking slightly with arousal- slither down his spine. The simple touch made 
him shiver, want more, and now one hand was back on his hip, gripping possessively, the other brushing a 
finger, slick with lubricant, to his entrance. "Just relax," Jimmy whispered, and the genuine care in his voice 


reduced Robert's heart to a sludgy mess. "This will only hurt for a second, | promise," 


Jimmy distracted him from the intrusion with a trail of smouldering kisses, shoulder to shoulder, and soon the 
singer was begging for more, leaning back onto his fingers with wanton moans, and Jimmy couldn't help himself 
anymore, plunging into the singer until he came, moaning a raptured string of gibberish, to which he followed 
mere moments after. 


The Robert of four months later remembered it all as if it had happened only hours ago, remembered the 
bubbly feeling that he'd retained in his chest as they had collapsed together, Jimmy quiet but affectionate, 
wrapping him gently in the blanket, pulling him close as he leaned his head against the guitarists heaving chest, 
and himself embarking on his usual post-coital rambling, kissing all of Jimmy's fingers and muttering "Oh 
Jimmy, oh baby, you're fantastic’, slipping gradually to sleep as Jimmy played with his hair. ‘The Wizard of Oz’ 


ended unnoticed. 


Normally, Jimmy was the first to wake, but that first time it had been Robert- slightly sore and covered in 
various sticky substances- but happy. They had moved slightly over the course of the night, and he'd felt like 
clapping his hands and squealing at the sight of Jimmy, curled up, looking fragile and peaceful, his face inches 
away. Their legs were tangled together, Jimmy's arm still around him from when he'd tucked the blanket 


around his shoulders. 


Robert hastily shut his eyes, feigning sleep, as Jimmy began to stir, eyelashes fluttering like little black 
butterflies against the pale sky of his face. He kept his breath steady as he heard Jimmy inhale sharply, 


exhale slowly, then shift a little, retaining the quiet moment for a few seconds. 


"Robert, stop pretending to be asleep." His tone was inscrutable.. maybe laced with amusement. Robert opened 
his eyes, affection flooding his body at the sight of Jimmy, looking beautiful, but a little lost, green eyes wide 
and blank. 


However lost he had looked, the arm around his shoulders didn't move. 
"Good morning.” 


Jimmy just stared at him, utterly unreadable, so he opened his mouth again but found the arm removed, 


fingers pressed against his lips instead. 


"Sssh. | don't think either of us should say anything right now. | don't know about you but | need some time to 
think, just to get my head around.. it" Robert fought back the urge to say ‘Well, you certainly got your head 
around it last night!', and just nodded. "It's just.. | don't want either of us to say something we might.. come to 
regret. Have a think" Robert disentangled himself from Jimmy's limbs and blankets, chilly air spilling over the 


surface of his skin as he reluctantly pulled on his crumpled clothes. 


He hadn't expected the morning after to be so cold. 


He looked back at the guitarist, looking incredibly delicate in his cocoon of blankets, a sliver of mother-of-pearl 


among rocks. The urge to rush back over and kiss him was almost overwhelming. 


"IIl see you at soundcheck" Jimmy said, and Robert wished that there was some trace of a readable emotion 


in his voice. "And don't worry." 

He wasn't sure what to make of Jimmy at all, and left; to shower, noting as he soaped away the other man's 
scent from his body, the finger-shaped bruises on his hip, solid proof that their encounter hadn't all been a 
dream, and hope. 


For what, he didn't quite know. 


